BOMBAY

rose upon us over the flat-topped Gauts or mountains
of the Mahratta country, I remember feeling almost at a
loss whether I had been sleeping and dreaming during
the night, or whether the gay reality, with its boundless
vista of promises, was still before my eyes. The
imagination and the reason were both more or less
heated by the simple facts of having actually seen the
shores of India, having heard the language of the East
from the mouths of its natives, and beheld the forms
and figures, and that dusky aspect which induced its
northern and fair-complexioned conquerors of old to
style their new possession Hindoo-stan, or land of
*'black men." All these circumstances, though trivial,
it is true, in themselves, were well calculated to give
reality to pictures which, for many a long year before,
I had busied my fancy with painting in colours drawn
partly from the Arabian Nights and Persian Tales,
and partly, if not chiefly, from those brilliant clusters of
Oriental images which crowd and adorn the pages of
Scripture.

Besides, the mere picturesque feelings excited by
such reflections, I had accidentally acquired others
somewhat more substantial perhaps, and practically
useful, from being thrown a good deal into the society
of officers who had served in various parts of India,
and called my attention to the histories and to the
political arrangements of our possessions in the East.
What with fiction and what with truth, therefore, my
head was pretty full of combujftible materials, ready to
be acted upon at once by anything and everything
that should meet the eye on landing.

Captain Cook asserts somewhere, when speaking of
the delights of voyaging and travelling, that to such
rovers as he and his companions, nothing came amiss;
and I can safely venture to boast, that, as far as this
goes, I may claim a corner of my great brother-officer's
mantle. At all events, in sailing over the Indian seas,
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